“Oh, I just met Mr. Burp, 


and now you want me 


to go home!” 


NOW 


a cleanser of which you may be proud! 


} 


) 


The one cleanser that belongs 
IN YOUR BATHROOM 


... In the BON OMY de luxe package 


Belongs? . . . . Why this new de luxe BON OMY 


package would even feel at home in a Movie 
Bathroom ! 


Sd 


It comes in solid gold, designed by Gutzum Borglum 
and is studded with diamonds and pearls. 


With the de luxe BON OMY package on your bath- 


room shelf you will be proud to invite your guests 


in for an unveiling. 


The original of the de luxe BON OMY package 


is now on view at the Metropolitan Museum. 
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make the dunk test— 
and learn that you 
can dunk this coffee 
and sleep! » » 


What is the dunk test? Simply 
this, my friend. Get a pound of 
Stanka coffee—get two pounds— 


get three pounds, and dunk in it. 
It won’t keep you awake. No 
matter how much you dunk, it 


won’t keep you awake. 


and soch coffee! » # » 


Why won’t Stanka coffee keep 
youawake? Well, my friend, we'll 
tell you. Because 97% of the 
harsh irritants have been removed. 


STANKA 
COFFEE 


drink it and burp! 


satisfaction » 


Because, through our patented super-violet 
ray treatment, Stanka coffee is kind to the 
throat, and if you don’t believe us, ask any 
movie star! 


or your money back! 


Stanka coffee has been approved by Mr. 
Stanka himself, the Advertising Agency 
which handles the account, and the Magazine 


which prints it. And if they’re not satisfied, 


they keep their mouths shut! 


So we say to you, my friend, get a pound of 
Stanka coffee tonight, get two pounds, get 
three pounds—and sleep. 


If you can’t sleep, go ahead and sue us! 
‘‘Not a Coffee Bean in a Carload.”’ 


Little Stories of Big 


Successes 


By Herman Zilch 
(Vice-Pres. Zilch, Zilch & Zilch, Inc.) 


All my success in life | owe to the 
fact that | never watched the clock. 
| always watched the pretty little 
stenographer in the office. When 
she began to put the carbon paper 
back in the drawer | knew it was 
getting near quitting time, and would 
myself prepare to leave. One day 
she observed me watching her and 
smiled. | smiled back, we walked 
home together, became friends, got 
engaged and married. 


After our marriage she told me 
she was the daughter of a very 
wealthy man, but had had a quarrel 
with him and wanted to show him 
that she was capable of earning her 
own living. | effected a reconcilia- 
tion and am now junior partner in her 
father's business, with a salary of 
$50,000 a year. 

Today, around quitting time, | 
fired a clerk | saw closely watching a 
pretty little stenographer. 


If | were asked to give the one 
most. important rule to achieve suc- 
cess | should say without hesitation: 
always greet your customers with a 
smile. | 

| began life as a clerk in a shoe 
store. One day an old man came 
into the store and hit his shin On one 
of the small ''trying-on" stools. He 
muttered a curse and approached 
me to buy a pair of shoes. In 
accordance with my invariable cus- 
tom, | smiled, whereupon he snarled, 
"What're you grinning at, you 
damned fool?" at the same time 
giving me a vicious blow which broke 
my jaw. 

it turned out that he was very 
wealthy. He paid my doctor's bill 
and gave me $5,000.00 if | would 
agree not to sue him. | took the 
money and opened a shoe store. 
Today | own a chain of twenty-four. 

In all my stores the clerks are in- 
structed to smile at customers, but 
to shove the “trying-on" stools under 
a table after use, so that it is im- 
possible for anyone to trip over 
them. | do not want experienced 
clerks to leave me. 


earn to Dance 
The Rutgers Romp Sy 
By | : 
Arthur Hurry \ eee 


Left foot behind left ear. \ 


2. Both feet off floor, one 


knee up. } 
3. Best foot forward, fingers a2 
l 
crossed. ag ! 
\ | 
4. Step on partner's toe. es 
5. Kick partner in ankle. Oy 


\ 
6. Sit out the rest of the start i 


dance. 


| if You Can Do Above etal 


You don’t need any lessons 
By Arthur Hurry, M.D. 


I dun’t care how poorly 
I dun’t care 
if you've never seen a 
dence floor. I dun’t 
care if you've only 
got one leg, and 
are knock-kneed in the 
I’ll make a dencer 


you dence. 


other. 
out of you if it takes every 
cent you've got. 


Wouldn’t you like to 
dence with tears in your 
eyes, dence in your pents, 
dence till dawn? Dence, 


Dence, Dence! 


Reprinted from 
the Hartford Times. 


WHY apveRrTISE 
THE FACT THAT 
YOU HAVE A 
SMALL INCOME? 
DON’T DO IT! 


B OVER 
»* 


THE GOLLA®. 


Dowt wear sloppy, unbusinesslike collars to business. 
When business got “down to business” after 1929, men who 
were working ahead wore business (starched) collars to the 
office. The style started, you'see, at the top. Then it worked 
down through the business ranks. Now there’s a pretty definite 
salary line above which soft collars are not worn to work. 
And that Collar-Dollar Line runs through every office— 
yours included. If you have a small income, don’t advertise 
the fact. Climb over the Collar-Dollar Line. It won’t make 
you a Vice-President over-night, but it won't slow up your 
progress either ! 


FOR BUSINESS... 


science. 


The Family conference— 
about the “pink” on Father’s nose! 


EOPLE used to be able to 
enjoy . pink nose” in peace. and 
quiet! 


But not today! 


The AntiSaloon League has 
found out too much about it! 


Why is “pink nose” so common 
an ailment in this day and age? 


‘Prohibition!’ shouts modern 


“Pink nose” may cause the 
teeth and eyes to lose their spar- 
kle. It all too often leads to such 
troubles as “Jitters” and “Things 
that go boomp in the night.” 


The answer? Don’t give up 
drinking! - Daily massage the pro- 
boscis with Ibana Nose Paste! 


Then watch the “pink” dis- 
appear! Gradually your nose will 
turn into a beautiful ultramarine 


blue! 


Mothers, watch your children! Remember, Daily mas- 
sage of the bums is what prevents “pink nose.” Jf they 
must drink, keep them plastered with BANA! 


mance ——- TRA NA Nose Paste 
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Among Ocean Travelers 


from Europe... - 


oie 


The Smartest Luggage 


is invariably labeled 


HARPMANN 


HEN you see a smart person, you know in- 
stinctively that he or she, or them, uses HARP- 


MANN LUGGAGE... especially if it is leaking. 


One always associates smart people with HARP- 
MANN LUGGAGE, doesn’t one. Aw nuts. 


HARPMANN LUGGAGE 
(TRUNKS TO YOU) 


SOLD BY MOST GOOD SHOPS—AND DRUG STORES 
6 


TERSE VERSE 


TSK! TSK! 


Some wicked Cloak and Suit em- 
ployers 

Expect their models to entertain 
out-of-town boyers. 


SEMPLE SOLUTION 


Some methods ecclesiastical 
Should be dealt with drastical. 


TRUBLISH 


Some writers, as soon as they get 
one book published, 
Consider themselves estublished. 


AMERICAN CREDO 


Something sinister 
About being a spinister. 


PASTORAL 


Nothing is so much a matter of 
prowess 
As milking cowess. 


WATHA MAN 


Should any one offer to recite 
Hiawatha,’ 

The correct reply is simply, ‘Oh, 
whya botha?" 


EMILY POSTSCRIPT 


It is not considered etiquette 
For ladies to wear no petiquette. 


Nor in any atmosphere refining 
Should gents 

Appear dining 

Without pents. 


ENCOURAGIN’ 
Virgins 
Need no cosmic urgin's. 


a 


From an actual scene 


in the Good Old Days. 


nlermission~ 


The pause that refreshes 


And what this country needs is a good 
five-cent pause. 

A pause de resistance, as it were. 

Friends, Rumhounds, Countrymen, let 
us pause and reflect. Prosperity is right 
around the corner . . . and so is the corner 
saloon. 


The saleon must go! Vive le saloon! 


Saloon time between drinks. We care 
not who makes the Nation’s laws saloon 
as we may make its pause. Pause vohiscuml 


The pause that refreshes. That’s what we 
want! No beer. no work! Come on, 
Congressmen! Give us the pause that 


refreshes . .. pause for rejoicing! Whoopee! 


it HAD “FO Bi GUGOD TO GE? WHeke IT A8 
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@ Beauty is far too important to be 
achieved casually. There must be a definite 
plan for improvement, devised by experts 
and carried out through specialized 


treatments. 


® In Elizabeth Tharden’s Room for |m- 
provement, assisted by Elizabeth Tharden’s 
trained staff, you will become beautiful, if 


it takes us ten years. 


@ You will be given the famous Purse 
Stripping Skin Treatment, which will give 


your face that soft, silly look. 


@ And ,-.. quite unlike anything you 
have experienced . . . is the Tharden Youth 
Mask. After wearing this, your own hus- 
band won’t know you ,.. and you'll be 


able to get away with murder, 


@ Bodies are also taken care of ., . and 
how. The famous Tharden Baths will melt 


your bankroll faster than any other reducing 


ake a plan for beauty 


treatment in the world. 
TO PROTECT AND ACCENT YOUR BEAUTY 


@ JAPALAC A LA THARDEN ... A finishing lotion 


that will finish anything. 80° Alcohol. 
$85.00 the case. 


@ THARDEN CEMENT... For Ardening of the Arteries: 
Fine for cementing friendships. 


ELIZABETH 
THARDEN 


FIFTH AVENUE - NEW YORK 


$2.50, $3.00. 


@ COLLUSION POWDER ... With a couple of coats 


of this gold dust you can fool anybody. HARLEM . BROOKLYN . DEBUQUE 
| $3.00. In Harlem $5.00. 9) YONKERS . AGUA CALIENTA . TROY 

eee CONEY ISLAND . AND ALL POINTS 
WEST 


Publisher, George T. Delacorte, Jr. | Editor, Norman Anthony 


“Say, shut off your damn 
radio, will ya?" 


“1 


eer: 


Ballyhoo's Who 


Boys. 


"Thanks, 


Ballyhoo's Who 


"Yoo hoo, does 
it bother you to 
have someone 
look over your 


shoulder?" 


. , + 
Z 


Jimmy Walkers Mayor. 


ee 


; 


ee 


+ or not, Mister, I'm rehearsing for George White's Scandals." 


ieve—i 


"Bol 
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Jollier’s, The National Weekly 


ex Murder 


of Mysterious Glopton Swilk 


by H. W. Oppenzilch-Hanemann 


«She 


ysteries 


, Zilch? 


TRETCHED back upon a bed ot 
S spikes in his fashionable Mayfair 

flat, X-54c raised his eyes to the \ 
electric cluck that stood upon the 
mantel where the dead man lay 
sprawled. "In thirty seconds more—' 

With a crash, the side of the room 
collapsed disclosing a row of Tatar 
bowmen, ugly, sinister, menacing. 
The cluck was slow. Coolly, X-54c 
reached for the telephone. 

“Lysol double O, double © 
strength. Hello—do you fix flats? 
Fix mine, will you? It's a wreck." 
With a soft “ping” a copper 
jacketed ostrich buried its head in 
the floor. Like a flash, X-54c 
turned upon his heel, dashing the 
man's eye out with a thumb. 
Three venomous cobras dropped 
out of his hip pocket and slid 
slissing, into the shadows. Where 
was he? Dragging himself pain- 
fully upon his wounded 
knuckle, X-54c looked into 
the mirror, lousy with the 
Orloff emeralds. He saw 


WHO's your little WHOsis? 


An | WHO do youpLOVE? 
i = 22%? 7 


nothing. 
Good God! He had 
disappeared! 


EVENTEEN miles under 

an abandoned steam 
table in the steam table 
lands of Northern Thibet, 
eight men sat around an 
open vat. They wore 
masks. They were horri- 


ble. The speaker was the ¢ 
most horrible of them all. | 

"The North is ready. The South | 
is ready. The East is ready. But the | 


West—" 

"The West must match the pants." 
That would be Bardelys, slimy, sug- 
pestis. sycophantic. | never liked 

im. 

"Fool!" °~With a contemptuous 

gesture of his left foot, Hung Far Lo 
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pushed Bardelys screaming into the 
pit of scorpions and spat at a fat 
hairy spider that dangled from his 
chin. I+ dissolved in a puff of purple 
flame. A bell rang. Rourke anced 
him a cigar. 

‘He they called Master glared bale- 
fully through his mask. "You are all 
fools. You are all lily-livered scurvy 
po’ white trash. Is it agreed?” 

"No!" Abruptly the dissenter rose 
to his feet and removed his spats. A 
strangled cry died in the throats of 


Jollier’s, The National Weekly 


the other seven. It was Oscar, the 
Mad Prince of Moldavia. 
"Gentlemen," he said suavely, fing- 
ering a platinum piccolo on his watch 
chain, ‘| have here in my hand what, 
for want of a better name we call 
‘Burptol’ or the ochre death. One 
drop on a cat's tongue will destro 
the Empire State Building. Well. 


here goes." He dropped it on the 
floor. 

With a mighty rumble, the sacred 
volcano of Poo in far off Ouila-Hiva, 
called Mother Goddam by the su- 
perstitious natives, began to throw 
out a plague of boiled lobsters. The 


panic was on. 


& New York people were dying like 
flies. Paris was up to its hips in 
forged checks and Vienna was a 
shambles. Lys de Laus, beautiful, 
passionate and just a wee bit fragrant 
with Nuit de Noel held the key to it 
all in her slim, white hands. Languidly 
she raised her naked arms above her 
head and with the grace of a queen 
gazelle turned upon her pillow. 

"Your lips," she cried. “Give me 
your lips! Again! Again! Give me 
your life! Give me your soul! Give 
me your love!” 

She was writing a lyric. 

Babette her maid entered, followed 
by a man in uniform. "You are the 
man from Mars?" asked Lys. The 
man bowed, displaying a set of per- 
fect teeth. 

"I'm the man from Macy's,” he 

said. ‘And either | get $87.69 
or the piano goes back.” Lys 
de Laus smiled and opened the 
lapis lazuli casket that Boris Noki- 
toff had given her for just such 
an emergency. A Si- 
berian werewolf sprang 
out, burying his fangs 
deep in his victim's 
throat. 

The man was dead. 
But another man en- 
tered through the win- 
dow and pinned the 
girl to the mat with a 
hammer lock and half 
Nelson. 

"X-54c!"" cried Lys 
as soon as she ound 
put her mind to it. 

"Not so, | have been 
promoted. | am now 
Masha Gumshuck. Fev- 
erishly she ran_ her 
fingers through his 
hair, selecting the ones 
without spots. 

“Listen, old Masha. 
Listen to your little 
Missy." She  purred 
softly like a cocker 
spaniel. ''King George, 
Mussolini, President 
Doumerges, Hitler, 
Twenty Grand. and 
(Continued on 

page 43) 
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Ballyhoo's Who 


William Randolphs Hearst. 


“Come, come, Digby, don't sulk. We're all cut- 


ting down to three phones apiece." 


“But my good man, coffee will 
16 eep you awake!” 


"What a sight! The Finklestein Knee Pants Building— 
and the moon!" 


"How's the ice today, my 
fine fellow?" - 


"Gosh, | wonder if I've got 
‘an aspirin tablet!" 


“Must be the 
old -fashioned 
kind o‘ love, 
Jimmy!" 


‘Did you say 
Fanny was coming 
down?" 


. "Hey! You in there! We've 
had an accident!’ | 


Sa a Se it's all 
right for her—They 
say she's hot!" 


“Goodness, Mr. Burp, you 
fairly take my breath away!" 


"Av it wasn't fer this para- 
chute oi moight hav been 
kilt entoirely!" 


"Good Heavens, Henry! How 
did you come to fall in?” 


iZ 


"As a friend, Joe—whyn't ya’ go home—for ; 
the week-end anyway.” 


"Is that Kate Downey or Mor- 
ton Smith?” "I think it's Bing 
Etting.” 


20 


“All right then—go to hell!’ 
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— Lowe-Downe Anent Sir Launcelot 
and De Quene 


1 | by John Hume 


Knight-errantry was badly shot in many-towered Camelot, 

Likewise the summer sun was hot—and that is why, perhaps, 

The Knights had slipped on something loose and, with the heat 
as their excuse, 

Had called a dragon-hunting truce and substituted craps. 
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Sir Launcelot—King Arthur's pal—with Bedivere and Percival 

And stout Sir Kay, the Seneschal, was kneeling on the floor: 

“Whamme! Rede ye Little Joe!” said Kay. ““Anothere passe ys 
onne ye waye— 

Rayne downe, ye gamblers—fayde ye playe! One crowne to 


two I fower!” 


ee 


As Launcelot reached to take 

- the gage he was accosted by 
a page, 

““Scramme, varlet,” snarled the 
Knight in rage, “thy crosse- 
eyes hexe my bettynge!” 

“Retaine thy shirte,” replied 
the youth. “I have ye latest 
dirte, forsoothe: 

“Olde Doctor Merlin sweares 
‘tis truth—ye Quene is 

~ bassinettynge!”” 


“Fayre friends,” said Launcelot hastily, “I begge 
that you will pardonne mee— 

“Theyre ys a guye I needs must see—anente ‘ye dogge, 
of course!” 

Aside he softly murmured, “Damme! Meseemes 
I've runne into ye jamme; 

“T'll have to tayke ytt onne ye lamme!”’—and ordered 
up his horse. 
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“Doggone ye lowsie lucke!”’ he swore. ““Beholde mee 
hittte ye gritte once more. 
“Twas welle I blewe thatte drumme before they 
tte mee onne ye spotte. 
se dolles gyve mee dolorouse payne—ye tyme 
-: ytt was Elaine, 
“And thenne thatte torche-songe-syngyng jane, ye 
Ladye of Shalott.” 
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Our knightly hobo went his way a week or more until 
one day 

He spied a castle, grim and gray—likewise a sign 
which read: 

YE DRAGONNE OF THYS DYVE_ IS 
TUFFE—KNYGHTS-ERRANTE WILL BE 
TREATED RUFFE! 

“Oke!” said the Knight, “I'll call ye bluffe and 
slappe thys babye dead!” 
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The Dragon, fat and old—but game, beheld the Knight 
and promptly came, 

His three heads spouting smoke and flame from medieval 
gin; 

To this the knightly vagabond was 
more than able to respond, 

While Captive Maidens—mainly 
blonde—exhorted him to win. 
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The bell! Each from his corner 
dove! 
For seven roaring rounds they 


strove! ; 
Then to the canvas Launcelot 


dove with loud protesting youl! | 9 
The Referee of the event, in strict accord with * * * « =, * * 
precedent, | ) Thenceforth for something like a year that knightly bum resided 
Awarded to the prostrate gent the castle—on a heen 
foul! Environed by an atmosphere of liquor, lutes and love— 


The Captive Maidens would not go. (The time he had I best 
can show } 
By slipping in a modest row of asterisks above.) 
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One day when even blondes had 
not the slightest thrill for 
Launcelot, 

Some letters came from Came- 

lot and eagerly he 

scanned ‘em, 

Then sought his horse 
with joyous tread and 
down the road like 
lightning sped, 

While twelve abandoned 
maidens read the note 
that quite un-manned 
'em. 
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** Dere L:—Summe husbands are naive! Soe, when 
these presaunts you receive 

“You'll knowe I've mayde Hys Nybbes believe 
in Parthenogenie. 

“Comme home for Heaven's sake!” it read. “For 
ever ythynge is jayke, it read; 

“Bygge Boye, you gotte a brayke,”’ it read. “‘Affec- 
tionately, G.” 
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This aaa the episode except to say that home he 
r0 

And gave the Table Round a load of how, though 
quite alone, he 

Had vanquished with his mighty blows whole regi- 
ments of raging foes— 

But Guenevere looked down her nose and said—in 
French—*Bolougne!” 


“May | cut in?” 


"Have | got too much eye-brow on?" 
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"| came to see about the 
bath-room leak, Mum." 


Langhorne Zilch, young master of the Mt. Crisco 
Hounds on Boola Boola, his famous Irish grunter 
(Ch. Gobel-Lady Armour). In the words of ‘‘Hunts- 
man's Way,’ Master Langhorne’s own poem— 


“Over the meadow and up the bill, 
Over the wind-swept gorse; 

Now where can a huntsman find a thrill 
Like being the part of a horse?”’ 


Mervin Fogarty-Dougherty and J. Fogarty-Dough- 

erty, joint M.F.H. of the Collarbutton Hunt find 

five-gaited Mongolian ferrets indispensable for 
stopping drains in the marshy country 


Imported streamline beagles add to the zest of hunting with the Mississippi 
Mud Pack for which Colonel Shamus Macquorquordale (right) functions as 
gentleman whip. His son Adolph (left) is the prune whip, or whipper- 
snapper. The pair enjoy popularity over the radio as Mrs. Blake's column 
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Give °Em 


Will Unemployment Increase 


By MAJOR H. W. HANEMANN 


a S a sport, fox hunting (sometimes called 

“cubbing,’’ ‘“‘butt sniping,’’ or ‘‘Nine 
Men's Morris’’) dates back to Colonial America when 
the biggest fox anywhere was only a nickel. On 
frosty mornings, mingled the pink tunics of the squires 
and bucks of the countryside with the crinolines and 
farthingales of the belles as they lined up at the bar 
eager for a run of the pack. Giving the Master a 
brisk twang on the horn, it was into the ditch with a 
yo-ho-ho and away-y, away-y by leaps and hounds 
after the little red varmint, dragging the coverts 
from his mossy bed only to find, that, nobody’s fool, 
he had taken the night train to Ausable Chasm. 
Bravely hiding its disappointment behind quart flasks, 
the hunt would try again. 

But this is all long ago. With the shifting of the 
Gulf Stream, the fox is fast disappearing from the 
landscape, preferring, as the leaves fall, to pile his 


An informal snap of General 
Diddicombe Jingleberry, B.O. The 
general recently convulsed the more 
sedate members of the Peapack 
Pack by appearing at a meet, in a 
moment of absentmindedness, with 

out his silk hat 


- 
Ey 
f 
j 
A 


THe Yoruss 


Activity in Fox Hunting? 
(“Hark Forrard’’) 


missus and the kids in the back of the old family 
flivver and migrate to Florida; in the summertime, 
making for the Canadian wilds. A precarious exis- 
tence at best, it is eked out by reading an occasional 
palm, weaving sweet grass baskets and horse stealing. 
Some of the older established hunts like the Sealpax 
or the Misses Twombey’s maintain their own fox 
on a yearly income, but the average fox seen today is a 
tame enough customer, his mask and brush careless, 
shoddy articles of modern, machine manufacture, his 
scent cheap and synthetic and his cast by special 
arrangement with Lee and J. J. Shubert. 

And that is why, after a hard day in the saddle 


risking your neck Cif that’s what you put in the sad-_ 


dle) and $1100 worth of hunting equipment from 
Brooks Bros. you may find that you have been chasing 
an old salt bag stuffed with sawdust and saturated 
with oil of cloves. Heigh ho! 


j ‘ 
Die 


Waggishly known as ‘The Rum Hounds,"’ the left 
wing of the Rosy Valley Club composed exclusively of 
Turkish bath attendants are starting out for aday’s 
groppling. And will they scour the beach! Yot, rouse 


him, my hearties! 


Huic huic buic! Anchors 
aweigh! Well up in front 
and all in in back, Frob- 


isher Jermyn and Aylesworth Van Burp mounted on medium 
weight coated stock urge their frothing steeds to greater efforts, 
while the gallant fox makes for the Holland Tunnel 


Chanting their battle cry, ‘‘It ain't gonna Reynard 

more,’ the hard-hunting Allerton junior barriers 

take a constitutional with their house mother, 

Dame Philomena Fitz-Garbo. So well has La 

Fitz-Garbo trained her charges that for miles around 

Upper Little Carnarsie, there isn’t a Persian rug 
that can call its soul its own 


Tron Man McGonigle of the Boston Red Fox, the 

““waliest, wiliest wuggan o them a’."’ Mac knocked 

out a homer in the McKeesport World Series of 1872 that 
brought in four winning runs, three of them boys 
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in after all these years, 


Mr. Burp. 


to see you aga 


$ nice 


28 


* 
e 


: ve | 
‘ *] 


v 
~ 


= 
we 


: 
semanas | 


*y 
> amenity 


S$ Horace. 


Ballyhoo's Who 
George Lorimer 


"Sh— he's testing one of our beds." 
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ut them all together 


CAUTION, MOTHERS! 
Quick Cooking Oatsarenot 


3-Minute Oat Flakes 


ey are depending 


On you. Magee | 


WHY 


wont my child eat?” 


ow is the time s 
£0 WOLCH INET GtEF ©. coonnsss worus woimss aneinemame ame: olseente 


% 


ACCEPTED 


Front 
view, 
sizes O, 
1 and 2. 
Extra full 
for diapers. 


Open down 
the back 


Why Mothers Buy 
over a Million 
Dentons a Year 


severe case of scarlet fever, 
measles, mumps, or whooping 


cough may injure your child 


MOTHER! ©. 


This symbol justifies your faith in Hexyiresorcinol Solution S. T. 37 
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Grouchos Marx. 


“Clay pigeons, 


Lardner’s 


“Hurrah, it's the girls’ 
dormitory!" 


Ballyhoo's Who 


"But I've told you before | can't 
afford a gigolo this year!" 


Alice MCDougallsS Foote 


BALLYHOO’S GREAT REBUS CONTEST 
(To Build Up Circulation) 


Ist Prize—A Bowl of Cherries 2nd Prize—A Bowl of Cherries 3rd Prize—A Bowl 
AND 500 ADDITIONAL PRIZES OF ONE CHERRY EACH! 


All you have to do is read this Rebus and tell Send your answers to THE DEAD LETTER 
us what it means, or what it doesn’t mean. See OFFICE, Washington, D. C. and wait for big 
if we care! It will be news to us! announcement of Prize Winners. 


— it—the cops 
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URE! Your 4 


4) 


2 


PT 


Pat Your car Ertsnay! 


Phe ~ Pending Mister? 
Ru 
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Se 


"Pa, kin | go to the movies?" 


BALLYHOO’S SCOOP OF THE MONTH 
David Binney Zilch has 


- Strange Adventure 


ELL into last May (but not soon enough) the David 
W Binney Zilch Polar Expedition, fully equipped with 

back numbers of the New York Times, left Camden, 
N. J., on the marine dredge Lizzie B. Zilch to explore the 
frozen fastnesses of Floyd Gibbons’ Land. Dispatched by 
trimotored booby, the photographs on these pages are the 
first records to come out of that terrible waste where the 
nights are placed end to end and ice cubes are ice cubes. 


~ 


Binney Zilch is giving a report of his 
expedition to Father Charles Dana 
Ginsberg, Circassian Monk, who 


Housebroken but still fighting, David 


Escaping a thousand deaths by the width of a fashion model’s 
hip, their lives hanging on at arm’s length for days at a time, 
subsisting mainly on dried due bills, some people get all the 


at this farthest outpost of civilization 
is spending his life teaching the natives 
to whistle. “Shucks,” -says Father 
Dana, “it was all just something 
you ate.” 


breaks. ‘Today, David Binney Zilch is still alive and kicking, 
but you know as well as we do that this depression isn’t 
going on forever. 
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David Binney Zilch and Dr. Louise 
K. Snowpants, police matron, ex- 
ploring the celery compartment of a 
hitherto unknown polar swamp. Ever 
alert, the doctor keeps a keen lookout 
for red ants 


Exhausted with ennui (as who isn’t?), David 

and the doctor lie down to sleep off the effects 

of the morning's applejack while curious 

natives approach to see if they would like to 
buy a genuine fox fur 


Dr. Snowpants 
crooning to young 
Zilch, an effective 


treatment against Stopped at the 
sudden _ frostbite. border by the 
Nobody knows immigration au- 
what these two thorities, David 
intrepid souls have proves that he 
suffered-in-the—ad- and__ the__ doctor 
vancement of are pals in the 
science. Nobody eyes of Heaven. 
knows, and nobody So nuts to your 

seems to care horrid innuendoes 


gf 


A moment of relaxation. Ekmek, the 
official press correspondent brings the 
explorers the welcome news that he has 
yust baked them a big, juicy, wild 
cherry pie. The party is now far into 
the fairy territory 


Occasional crude comforts break the 

monotony of the limitless desolation. 

This is Frank and Jack's in the early 

morning before the potato chips have 

been put back into the bowl. David 

may be seen at the right, peeping out of 
the gentlemen's room 
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David 
his right eye for motes, while 


is 


testing 


thinking it would be more becoming to her, 
Dr. Snowpants is pinching his beret. Ludi- 


crously enough, Dempsey, the lead pug dog 
of the Zilch expedition is about to mistake 


the good doctor for a good lampost 


- 


Unnumbered perils lurk in every foot- 
step. While David's back is turned, 
Arthur William Brownie tries to persuade 
the doctor to sneak off and go to the Beaux 


Arts Ball. Snowpants is slipping for 
under the midnight sun nature is stark 


and passion flames unchecked 
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David is temporarily estranged from the 
doctor, as after all these weary miles she 
prefers to sleep with her hat on. Brownie 
No. 3 (post card size) hangs on, bringing 
up sticks to throw 


And now what! While David is hibernating 
for the week end, Youssuf Ben Bernie, the big 
Sheik of Siberia bursts from the underbrush. 
It is love at first sight. Only a faint whiff of 
ammonia is left to mark-thepassing of Dr. 
Snowpants and the brave boy ice-grappler must 


carry on alone 
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here to- 


night." 
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Seek state oo 
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mere handful 
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Ballyhoo's Who 


“Gentlemen, the Transcontinental Fruit Company 
is in a fine pickle." 
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"Oh, don't mind those birds, Joe, they're just oil-burner 
salesmen." 
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Why not match a couple of rival 
cigarette manufacturers? 


Another victory for Mennens— 


Mr. Weems overcomes a burglar. 


~, 
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(27~ Ie 
Broadcasting studio employees expelling 
certain harsh irritants. 
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Dr. Bertram Burp, Noted 
Horse Doctor, and ex-cig- 
arette endorser, is head of 
the Advertising Clinic in 
Vienna. 


“The effect of yeast 
on my pocketbook is remarkable” 


RE you troubled with sheriffs. —_ Falling of the bank ac- in the meantime, rise in 
in front of the eyes? count? Goldman Sachs _ the world by eating Yeast. 


Hot flashes? Hoof and Mouth Under the eyes? 


disease? Rubber checks? All these conditions 
come from a sluggish 


Republican party. 
Go to the polls, 
young man, and vote 
a straight anti-prohi- 
bition party... and 


(Left) ‘‘I was badly run 
down,’’ writes Lizzie La- 
poopkawa, ‘‘by a Mack 
Truck. After taking 37 
yeast cakes, I licked hell 
out of the truck driver, 
and haven’t been run 
down since.”’ 


m ec cacewen cowaesoseesnnscsee essere 


(Above) 
This shows 
how poisons 
are secreted 
in the sys- 
tem. 


Before and After 
Using Vallee’s Yeast 
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Felnonl 


taste points 
publicity hounds. 


Young, and lovely, her 300d 
the way to beauty for all 


OU catch a glimpse of her 
at Pelmont Park ... on 
the Avenue ... in the ad- 


vertising pages. 


Young Mrs. Pelmont with her 
laughing eyes (kept beautiful 
by Morine), her red-gold hair 
(kept wavy by Pierre), her grace- 
ful figure (kept chic by Eliza- 
beth Tharden). You will find her 
only in the most exclusive ad- 


vertisements. 


Her gay wit sparkles over 
Community Silver, as she sips 
Baxwell House Coffee and puffs 
on a Lucky Fluke cigarette. Is 
it any wonder that we have 
chosen her to sell you on Bond’s 
Varnishing Cream, the cream 
that makes your skin as smooth 


as a society endorsement? 


Use Bond’s Varnishing 
Cream, and maybe some 
day youll be young and 
beautiful, and brainy enough 


to muscle in on this endorse- 


ment racket! 
Tune im on_ Bond's 
Radio program every 
Friday, and hear some 


more blah about Bond’s, 
the Cream of Society. 


Twenty years ago nobody 
had even heard of Mrs. 
Morgan Pelmont. Now she’s 
the “cream” of society. 
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The Sex Murder |JBAERDHEADS WISE 
Mystery 


(Continued from page 15) 


Who killed Emil Zilch? 
Who killed that last pint? ° 


Who killed the Kilkenny Kats? 
Who the hell cares? 


Mayor Walker are all in the next 
room. | have the gas turned on. The 
world is ours.'' She bit his ear. 


But at that moment the drums back 
in the Haytian hills grew suddenly 
silent. 


oe ¢ OWX mntpz rbmoi _llonty’ 
ticked the instrument flashing 
its colored dots and dashes through 
the periscope. Swiftly Captain Ro- 
bertnik, U. S. N. retired, decoded it. | — 
"“STRATOZILCH LOADED WITH | @ 
INSTANTANEOUS  DEATH-DEAL- 
ING KRAPPA RAYS REPORTED 
OVER IMMERSHAVEN  TRAVEL- 
LING N. N.E. STOP PLEASE LOCK 
ALL WINDOWS AND LEAVE NOTE 
FOR MILKMAN STOP AM HAVING 
WONDERFUL TIME STOP X MARKS 
SECRET DEN OF DIRTY DOZEN | ¢ 
STOP EMIL END OF MESSAGE 
STOP END OF EMIL." z 
There was not a moment to lose. [: 
Three million men were massed at the od po 
border with asthma germs. Robertnik E 
raised his hand for the lever that | ' 
sprung the trap as two angry eyes 
menaced him from behind a gleam- 
ing automatic. He ducked swiftly 
bringing his fist against the snout of 


the racing dromedary. With a dull certainiv Keeps heads 


"thwack'’ Obermagle lay stretched 


iobartnh. stoned angily aime BEAUTIFUL 


the horizon. 

Four enemy warships, two zeppe- 
lins, a ground battery of seventy-fives, ; : 
a platoon of Papalois raging with ZIMONIZ keeps skins from fading. 
hashish and a squadron of armadil- re tar 2 Protects the finish and makes it 
los stared back at him. Laughing 
silently, they closed in. Lurching like last longer. 
a crippled thing, the handcar headed 
straight for the side of a mountain 
surrounded by man-eating sharks. 
Nini Gooli, the arch-spy raised a curi- 
ous brass instrument like a coffee 
strainer to his lips. Sighting along 
the barrel, he prepared to pull the 


If your head is dull and discolored, 
Zimoniz will remove all stains and 
restore the lustre. 


Keep ahead of old age 
with ZIMONIZ 


Jump!" he commanded imperi- 


anny continued next—ah, to hell THE GIRLS FALL for aZIMONIZED DOME 
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Di Announcing sensational new 


B-B SEPARATOR 


WITH ITS TWELVE SUPER MODERN FEATURES 


can we Banish Bull ? Yes! 


fi 
li 
CONVENIENTLY PLACEO HELPS YOU MAKE THE MOST OF it! 


POWER TUBE 


Supersensilive lube 
by for detecting 
YA crooners, 


BESS 


af 


| Q) BULL DETECTORS 


Supersensitive micro- 
phone ears for picking - 
up bull. 


AD. COIL ” 


Separates bull and Let CONTROL 


straight advertising 
drivel. 


N 


fe eS eee ns eS”! Se 
Y 
q) Optional control -in 


_& | case you want is hear 
© DETECTOR TUBES =| the advertising hooey. 
bi ou , DRIP PAN 
Works in conjunction } @ 


with 1 and 2. Catches all bull and 


advertising blah. 


@) LOUD SPEAKER 


Equpped with extra ; 
‘sensitive filter. 


6 DRAIN CAP 
©) ELECTRO-FILTER 


To be used when drip 
pan gets full of bull. 


GQ itet 


To be connected to 
drain pipe or sewer. 


Reduces rejected ma- 
terial to spongy mass. 


(@ FIRST AID KIT (7) BULL PANS 


To be used in case 
set breaks down, and 
you are overcome by 
gas and hot air. 


PROTECT YOUR HOME WITH THE B-B RADIO 
The Only Radio in the World Which Filters Programs 
12 NEW MODELS AT ALL DEALERS 


Suk the man who owna one It 


When these are full, 
mail contents back to 
your local station. 


The Old Hokum | 6 6 N O W 


Bunkum 


How dear to our hearts are the 
recommendations 
Of pain-killing plasters, prescrip- 
tions and pills, 


The shining allurements of safe specu- 
lations 


And rackets and dodges as old as 
the hills! 


The fluid that trebles the speed of 


your fliwer, 


The suburb more lovely than poet 
could tell, 


The fried cigarette that is good for 
the liver 


And all the blithe tale of the pea 
and the shell! 


The old hokum bunkum, 
The eloquent bunkum, 
The gold-plated bunkum 


We love it so well! 


How sweet the report of the gusher 
that bubbles, 


The mine where the wealth of the 
Indies must lurk, 


The secret of curing our sorrows and 
troubles 


Without the assistance of courage 
and work! 


How gladly | hark to the song of the 
siren 


Extolling the play with the magical 
spell, 
The poems unequalled by Shelley and 
Byron, 
The novel that Thackeray could not 
excel! 


The old hokum bunkum, 
The silver-toned bunkum, 
The brass-bottom bunkum, 
| think it is swell! 
—Arthur Guiterman 


we can 
afford to 


subscribe to 
BALLYHOO,Y” 


My Dear, I was so thurilled 
when Filbert told me of his 
cut in salary! Right away, 
I whispered, ‘‘Now we can 
afford to subscribe to that 
funny funny magazine they 
call—er—well—no matter.”’ 


BALLYHOO 
100 5th Ave., New York 


Dear Sirs: 
Enclosed find check for $1.80 for your screamingly funny magazine, 
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LL kiddin’ aside, Folks. THIS IS NO JOKE 


‘There’s a new game out called, by 
a strange coincidence,... 


_ BALLYHOO 


It is really six games in one; it’s a wow, a panic, 
and the life of every, well, practically every, party; 
and if you desire said game, sign on the dotted 
line and send a buck along with the coupon, 
that is, if you really want the game. 


GABRIEL, 200 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 
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CAP PROMOTION COMMITTEE 


© 257 FCURTH AVENUE 
ROOM 1409 


NEW YORK CITY 


COMMITTEE 


A, Hyman, L. Hyman & Co. 
WiLUamM Laeogrer, Fox Leogner & Co 
ie 


Henan Wersoene. Max fruan'a'ce, w=" January 5th, 1932, 


. NatTove, 8. Naittova & Co™ 


Ballyhoo Magazine, 
100 Fifth Ave., 
New York, N.Y. 


Gentlemen: 


We inquire as to whether we could have your co- 
operation in securing some publicity in the Ballyhoo 
Magazine on the hatless fad situation. 


This fad, which has taken a strong hold among 
school and college boys, office boys, and a great many 
of the younger element, has been very detrimental to the 
cap and hat industry, throwing out of employment in the 
neighborhood of 10,000 peopie. We are trying at the 
present time, through various means, to discourage this 
hatless situation. -If we are successful,- it will mean 
the re-employment of this vast amount of people, which 
in this eee period of unemployment would undoubtedly 
be very beneficial to those communities in which they 
are employed. 


Every effort on your part will certainly be 
most appreciated. 


We are enclosing two posters, which are being 
spread throughout the country at the present time. There 
are many others which are coming off the press shortly. 

We are forwarding the enclosed in the hopes that they may 
perhaps be an incentive for some cartoonist work of your 
own in your magazine. 


Very truly yours, 
CAP PROMOTION COMMITTEE 


Don't BE Gifeminate 


LET’S BE FRANK— 
Who Goes Hatless? 


Not the Doctor 


Not the Lawyer 


Not the Successful Business Man 


Who then? 


Look around you—and observe 
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Ye Booke Review 


By AINTDATTA SHANE 


THE LOow-DOWN 


ON GEORGE 
by: 
PERCY POYSONPENNE 


SAY! Did you know that George 
Washinaton smoked cigars? Cigars! 
Indeed he did—Mr. Poysonpenne 
tells us all about it in his latest, "The 
Low-Down on George.’ Unbeliev- 
able, isn't it? Of course, we all 
know that Lincoln told shady stories 
—Mr. Poysonpenne told us all about 
it in ''Was Abe on the Up-and-Up?" 

And it seems that Mr. Poysonpenne 
knows what he's talking about. Of 
course, the gentlemen mentioned are 
dead, and can't dispute this Great 
Writer. But that makes no differ- 
ence. Instead, it makes piles of 
money for Mr. .Poysonpenne, who 
has been called the world's greatest 
Debunking Artist and Hero-Destroy- 
er. Of course, his own character is 
above reproach, eh? Of course. 


Poysonpenne tells us a lot of other 
lurid facts about The Father of Our 
Country. In fact, he even proves 
that Washington was not The Father 
of Our Country after all! Guess 
we'll have to find another Father— 
maybe Mr. P. is looking for the job 
himself. ~ 


And there were more disclosures 
about G. W. It seems that he drank, 
tco! Not only that, but he played 
marbles for keeps and stayed out 
after curfew lots of times. And we 
discover that he never crossed the 
Delaware, never visited Valley Forge, 
never fought against the Indians, 
never saw either Lafayette or Brad- 
dock, and never got within forty 
miles of Yorktown. In fact, he was 
never in the Revolution at all, never 
even knew it was going on! And, 
last of all, Mr. Poysonpenne proves 
positively that George Washington's 
name was neither George nor Wash- 
ington; it was Martin Luther Schmitt- 
lap, and he was a German stable-boy 
who lived and died in Peoria, Illinois. 
Stupid historians made a_ terrible 
mistake somewhere. But kind Mr. 
Poysonpenne straightens out he 
whole matter for us. 

Percy Poysonpenne's 
are to be congratulated. 


POYSONPENNE FOR PRESIDENT! 


publishers 


and soon he will 
pay $9000-°° for this 


accident 


VOU’VE seen dozens of 
skidding accidents. 


50,000 were reported last 
year, no skidding. 


And a lot weren’t reported, 
especially the kind pictured 
above. 


get Ee 
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TWEED CHAINS 


Mr. Bootlegger, don’t skid 
yourself! Protect your 
cargo from slippery pave- 
ments and policemen by 
using TWEED CHAINS. 
Remember, there’s many a 
slip between the bottle and 
the customer. 


REVIEWING THE AD%$ 


And guaranteed 
to cure. clock 
watchers! 


And why not 
at the Sait? 
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Another evidence of the depression 


sweet and lovely... 
with a 
face that's 


rit... 


to be tied 


See him in front of a 
crowd. Confident. Fit. 
He looks like a crooner. 


He is. 


Looking, like a crooner, 
makin3, a noise like a 
crooner, takes a man far 
in this world. Too damn 
far. 


Villiams Shaving Cream, the cream 
from contented cows (considerin, the 
depression), gives that face-fitness 
because it fits the face. It is made 
from cucumbers, therefore it 1s 
always cool...and moist. Moist 

we say more! 


Villiams 


SHAVING CREAM—AQUA PURA 
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